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COYOTE CHASE 

A BUCK DESMOm Story 
By Dick Kraus 




IT WAS noon, and the ran glared down out 
of a cloudless blue sky as Buck Desmond 
rode into the Panhandle town of Grand Forks. 

The rambling cowboy hitched his paint horse 
in front of the town's only eating place, and 
glanced up and down the main street. Not a 
person was to be seen — and there were no 
horses waiting along the street. 
Buck scratched his head, puzzled. 
"Funny," he said, "I d always remembered 
this as a plumb lively little towiil Wonder 
what's happened?" 

He pushed open the swinging doors of the 
cafe and walked in. The heavy-set man behind 
the counter grinned at him cordially. "What'll 
you have, stranger?" he asked. 

"Reckon it'll be ham an' eggs," Buck replied. 
"But first, tell me what's going on here. You're 
the first human I've met since I rode into Grand 
Forks. What's going on? Is the town deserted?" 

"Deserted?" The cafe keeper laughed heartily 
and slapped his big hand against the counter, 
"Shucks no!" he roared. "The boys are just 
out on a coyote hunt." 

"Coyote hunt?" Buck repeated. "What's 
that?" 

The big man leaned over the counter. "It's 
like this," he repUed. "The coyotes in these 
parts have been attacking calves and lambs, 
cutting out sick stock and strays. Ranchers and 
farmers hereabouts have been losing plenty to 
them. So everyone decided to get together. 
They ride out of town in a big line, kind of a 
half circle, and cut across the prairie rousing 
up the coyotes and moving them along! Gradu- 
ally they close in, moving the eijds of the line 
closer and closer — until they've got all the pesky 
critters in a pocket. And when they do . . . they 
wipe 'them out." 

Suddenly, a staccato sound was heard from 
the street outside! 

Bang. Bang. Bang. 

"Shots!" Buck exclaimed. Let's get out there 
and see what's happening!" 

Together, the two men lunged through the 




swinging door, out into the sun-baked street. 
Buck leveled his finger down the street. 
"Look there I" he yelled. "By the bank!** 

Ij^VEN as he spoke, several men came run- 
ning out of the front door of the Grand' 
Forks bank.- Sprinting into the alley by the 
bank, they disappeared for a moment. And 
when they came' out, they were mounted and 
riding hard! As they quirted their broncs away 
from the bank. Buck saw another man crawling 
through' the bank door. 

"It's the bank teller," Buck exclaimed. "Looks 
like he's been hurt!" 

Together, the rambling cowboy and the cafe 
owner raced toward the wounded man. Buck 
was first to reach him. He knelt over him, and 
ripped the blood-stained shirt from his shoulder 
wound, ■ 

As he worked, Buck asked quickly — "Who 
were they. Mister? Did. you recognize any of 
them?" 

The bank teller's lips twisted with pain as 
he replied. 

"Nope. Total strangers — all five of them t 
They gunned me, and got away with three 
ranch payrolls — coming to more than five thou- 
sand dollars!" Angrily, he went on — "They 
must've known that everyone's out on the 
coyote hunt ! ItH be impossible to raise a posse 
now— and by nightfall they'll be out of the 
country." 

Buck Desmond suddenly rose to his feet. He 
had stopped the man's bleeding, and now his 
lean hands moved over the two colts in his own 
gunbclt. 

"Maybe they were smart, picking today for 
a bank holdup," he said, "And maybe they 
weren't. Tell me." be asked the cafe keeper, 
"which way did the coyote hunters head?" 

The husky man pointed a stubby thumb to 
the north. 

"Up yonder." he replied. They're sweeping 
across the Piedras plain. That's where -most of 
the coyotes have been hanging outl" 
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Buck loosened his guns in their holsters, and 
iwung easily into his paint's saddte. 

"So long, Mister," he said to the wounded 
bank teller. "I'm a-riding to see if I can't bring 
back your five thousand dolJars— and the gents 
■who grabbed it I" 

With a wave of his battered Stetson, Buck 
was off, riding hard up the main street. The 
cafe keeper looked after him, shaking his head 
in b^ilderment. "I sure don't know what that 
waddy's up to," he said. "He can't outgun five 
bandits by hisself. and he doesn't have time to 
, ride after the coyote hunt— to get men for a 
posse. Maybe h€ knowi what he'i doing, but 
I doubt it!" 

WB IDING hard, bent low next to the pinto'i 

arched neck, Buck Desmond's first job 
wag to pick up the trail of the fleeing bank 
bandits. 

"Faster, boy, faster!" he urged the rangy 
spotted bronc. 

They were well out of town now, riding along 
the sagebrush-covered prairie. On either side, 
Buck could see a range of purple mountains. 
Ahead of him were the tracks of the outlaw 
gang, marked on the sandy soil. And beyond 
that what looked like a smudge of dust against 
the skyt 

"It is!" Buck exclaimed to himself! "There 
they are — ahead of me. and riding fast!" 

As he quirted the paint closer and closer to 
the escaping holdup men, a plan flashed into 
Buck's mind. 

The robbers had used the coyote hunt to 
their own advantage. Knowing that Grand 
Forks would be deserted, they had struck hard 
and fast without warning. Why not turn the 
tables against them? Why not use the coyote 
hunt to catch them? 

Kneeing his horse to the side, he came up 
.behind the bandits, still out of gunshot. They 
saw him, and veered their horses to the right, 
cutting across the range at an angle. Two of 
them leveled their rifles and fired, but the 
bullets fell far short. Aa they fired they kept 
riding, curving away at an angle, to escape 
their pursuer. 

Relentlessly, the wandering cowhand follow- 
ed them. And always, he kept forcing them 
farther and farther over to the right, always 
closer to the Piedras plain. Several times they 
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tried to cut away, but then he moved up on 
them and headed them back. 

"Maybe I can't round them up," Buck grunt- 
ed to himself, "but I can sure control their 
direction !" 

Again the fleeing bandits tried to break to 
the left, and again Buck spurred his horse for- 
ward, shooting quickly. Swerving to avoid his 
deadly fire, they headed north again. 

"They're moving the way I want them to," 
he grinned. "It shouldn't be long now . . ." 

All at once, riding out of the prairie ahead. 
Buck could see a long, ragged line of riders. 
It was the men of Grand Forks, out on their 
coyote hunt. Cleverly, Buck had hazed the 
bandits along— herding them directly into the 
path of the hard-riding ranchers I 

"It's a trap!" one of tht outlaws shouted. 
"Cut back ! Scatter I" 

Wrenching back on their reins, the badmen 
came toward Buck at full gallop. 

Holding steady, h« fired at them as they 
came on. 

Gunsmoke wreathed across the flatland, and 
two of the bandits were flung from their saddles 
to the hard ground. Now Buck was spurring 
hard after the remaining outlaws. Before he 
could reach them, though, the whole side wing 
of the coyote hunters had broken into a gallop, 
and had cut the fleeing gunmen off from escape I 

Soon all the outlaws had been rounded up, 
and were standing in « huddled group. 

^■^HE leader of the coyote hunters turned to 
Buck, still keeping his guns leveled at the 
outlaws. "What's up. Mister?" he asked, "How 
come you were chasing these hombresT" 

Buck grined widely. — 
"Search them and you'll find out," he said 
"They got away from your bank in Gram 
Forks, with five thousand dollars in greenbacly 
Reckon when you started your hunt today, y0 
s'posed you'd wind up with a mesa of coyotes. 
But you never figured they'd be this Itind of 
two-legged variety!" 

THE END 



Follow iwo-fisipd BUCK DESMOISD in 
piipry iump of CABBY HAYES WESTERN! 
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